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This is getting ridiculous , Jay thinks, as he slides in to the bunk next to his best friend. 


To anyone not in the know, the man wouldn't appear to be upset. There are no gaudy tears, nor blank gazes 
into the distance. In fact, Padge is lying upside down, with his feet planted on the bottom of the bunk above 
him and his long brown hair spilling over the edge of the bed. He's plugged into his iPod, and only raises an 


eyebrow at Jay to acknowledge his arrival. 


The dark haired man rolls his eyes, and steals a headphone. Metallica . Their self-tilted album. Yeah, as if he 
needs anymore confirmation that the guitarist's feeling shitty. 


"You should just say something, man" 
The sad thing is, Jay knows what's up without even asking. Its always the same thing - Matt. The arsehole. 
He and Padge have been dating for a few years now, Jay guesses. He doesn't know the exact dates, but then, 


the two have never been overly open with their love lives. Except when drunk. Then, they have a tendency to 


scar their closest friends with over the top public displays of affection 


Either way, their relationship isn't normally a problem for the band. They've all been best mates since their 
late teens, after all, and it's not like Jay or Moose have a problem with it. (Ok, this may not have been the 
case initially, but can you really blame the bassist for that? It's not every day you walk in on two of your 
mates blowing each other. And that image has etched itself permanently across Jay's brain, so now, whenever 


someone brings up ‘blowjobs’, or ‘sixty-nines’, it flashes across his mind) 
Recently though, it's been a different matter. 


Jay doesn't know how it happened, but over the years, a rift has opened in Bullet . It's him and Padge on one 
side; and Moose and Matt on the other. It's stupid - they're all best mates, and as tight as any kids would be 
having grown up together in some backend in Wales. But somehow, this always happens; Matt and Moose being 


the ones who go to interviews, who speak for the band, and recently, writing the songs for them. 
That last one still makes the bassist grit his teeth. 


The Fever tour had been bad. By the end of it, they could scarcely look one another in the eye and some time 
off and away from the band was exactly what they all needed. 


The couple especially had been sick of each other. Matt had been tee-total in order to look after his voice, and 
Padge was getting pissed every night. This riled the singer up an unreasonable amount, and the two had spent 
hour upon hour yelling at each other. It may have been petty, but Moose and Jay were too caught up in their 


own grievances to step in, and the couple were too lost in their anger to realise this fact. 


At the end of the tour, they'd each returned to their homes - Wales for Moose, and Padge; London for Jay 
and Matt. 


What none of them had expected though was for the singer to swan off and start a new band. He hadn't even 
bothered to tell the other three about his plans - Jay heard about it from Moose, who had to read about it 
in bloody Kerrang! to find out. 

"Do you think Padgett knows?" The bassist had asked. It was an awkward conversation: Moose had called his 
lonely apartment with the news of Axewound , and it was the first time they'd spoken since the tour. Neither 
had heard from either of their other band mates during the past few months. 

"I have no idea" Moose had replied. "I hope so." 

"Matt had better have fucking told him, or I'll cut his nuts off" 

"| think that if he hasn't, it's proof he doesn't have any nuts." 


"Do you wanna call, or shall |?" 


Jay had been the one to call Padge in the end. It was his good luck that the guitarist knew, but unfortunately, 
Matt hadn't been the one to tell him. Like Moose, he'd found out via a magazine. 


Things had gotten better after that though. Jay had gone around to Matts house to yell at him, and 
afterwards the front man had apologised to the other two. For his part, Moose hadn't really minded, but Padge 


seemed more worried. He'd always been the most sensitive one in the band though. 


He and Matt made up eventually, (Jay didn't want to know how), and in the end, the front man had left to go 
on tour with Axewound on good terms with the rest of the Bullet boys. Back in Britain, Jay moved in to his 
flat in Wales, and the trio began socialising again. For a while, it seemed that once the Axewound stint was over 


Bullet would come back kicking, and more importantly; as a single unit. 
Of course, that plan got ballsed up when their front man displayed his lack of backbone once again 


This time, it was by flying off to Thailand with Moose. In his defence, the drummer hadn't been told that Matt 
wasn't planning for the other two to be joining them. In fact, Jay and Padge hadn't even realised they had gone 
for a good week after they'd left the country. 


The bassist found himself experiencing dj.. vu when Moose called him to ask if he had any idea what was going 
on and - more to the point - did Padge? 


"Put Matt on" Was all Jay had replied with. The drummer obliged. 


"Hey, man" When he picked up the phone, Matt actually had the audacity to sound cheerful. As though he 
wasn't planning on writing an entire album with only half the band present, and hadn't even bothered to fill the 


excluded two in on this scheme. 


Sometimes, just sometimes, Jay wondered why he was actually part of Bullet . In recent years, it had seemed 
as though he was only a prop for performances, and that was all he'd ever be. There were hundreds of other 
bassists out there who would be willing to step in, should he leave, and who knows? He may find band mates 


who actually valued his input for once. 


He didn't voice this grievance though, just hissed through his clenched jaw; "What the fuck is wrong with you? 
Seriously? How the fuck did you ever expect this to be fucking ok, you fucking twat?" 


"Come on, James-" 
"Don't call me that you pathetic piece of shit” The bassist seethed "And don't you dare be condescending, 
when you didn't even have the balls to tell me that you want to write the next album without me and Padge. 


For the love of all that is holy, say that he knows." 


There was an awkward pause. 


"You're kidding me. You're fucking kidding me." Jay gritted his teeth to stop the expletives spilling out. "I am not 
fixing your shit this time, Tuck. Go find your bollocks, then fucking call your fucking boyfriend, you tosser." 


With that, he'd hung up. 


Half of him was tempted to call the guitarist now, and spare him the news, but he refused to let Matt off 
that easily. It may have been cruel to both parties, but the singer had to stop pissing around like this. 


Half an hour later, the phone was ringing again. Jay picked it up - it was Padge. 

"Would you blame me if | went to Thailand, and hired a ladyboy to kill them both?" 

Despite everything, the bassist burst out laughing. “I'd volunteer to be the fucking ladyboy!" 

Padge laughed again. "I can't fucking believe them." 

"Neither, man" Jay sighed. "Fucking hell, eh? Look, come round - we'll get pissed, and smoke too much.’ 


The guitarist hesitated. After all, it had been doing just that repeatedly on the last tour that started this 


whole problem. 

But then, this was just one night, and the band had already split in half - how much worse could it get? 

"Fine, I'll be there in ten" 

"You do that." 

True to his word, Jay had provided booze and weed for the night. They spent the evening getting baked, and 
moaning about their two mates. Unfortunately for the bassist, this meant he was on the receiving end about 
Padge's ramblings about sex, giving him visuals he had never wanted. It was nearly as bad as walking in on the 
two of them getting it on all those years ago. 

Oh well. It provided him with some good blackmail material, if nothing else. 

The next few months had been.. interesting. 

Having apparently learned his lesson, Matt kept in contact with the other two, Padge especially. For his part, 
the guitarist gave him the same spiel every time - yeah, things are fine here. A little boring. No, he was over 
being left behind like that. Who cared anyway? He'd add his input in later. 


From what Jay could tell, Matt fell for it. 


Unfortunately, he knew better. It was like the guitarist had suddenly reverted back to his messed up teenage 


years. He was out drinking every other night, hooking up with strangers and getting high. It was stupid and 


juvenile, but that doesn't mean it wasn't scary. 
‘Maybe it would be best to just tell Matt?" Jay had suggested one night over the phone to Moose. Those pan- 


continental calls cost him a bomb, but with Padge currently passed out on his bed and muttering in his sleep, 


he didn't know what else to do. 

"He'll just go crazy." Moose replies. "You know what he's like with people drinking." 

"Yeah, like he wasn't the biggest boozer at one point." 

"Times have changed." 

‘I've noticed" Jay snorted. "Man, maybe we should just quit? Me and Padge, | mean. If we're not writing 
anything, and you guys can't stand to see our faces, is there any point even pretending we're still a functioning 
band?" 

Down the other end of the line, Moose had felt his blood run cold. He wanted to laugh that suggestion off, but 
the serious tone in which Jay was making this radical suggestion told him that the bassist was certainly not 


joking. 


"W-what?" He had choked out. His airway was suddenly feeling tighter, and the words didn't come easy. "N-no, 
Jay, it doesn't have to come to that, does it?" 


"Doesn't it?" The other man challenged. "Dude, you should see the shit at our end. Padge is drinking himself in 
to a stupor thanks to you two. l'm twiddling my thumbs whilst you write the material I'm going to have to 
play for the next two years, or however long it takes for us to get around to writing the next album. Matt's 


completely oblivious to all of this, and you don't seem to be bothered enough to do anything about it” 


Moose swallowed. "Listen, ok? I'll talk to Matt and we'll head home soon. Man, | didn't think things were that bad. 
You clean Padge up, and when we get back, we'll all talk ok? Come on, this band's my life, and | know it's your's 
too. If you and Padge leave, there is no more Bullet , ok?" 

Jay sighed deeply. "I think its gonna take more than a bit of ‘talking’ to sort this shit storm out, man" 

"Well, if it comes to that, we'll have a punch up, ok dude? We can at least try to be civil first, though." 

The bassist laughed. "I guess. Ok, well, call me when you get shit sorted down your end, yeah?" 


"Will do. Good luck, eh?" 


"Right back at you. See you, man" 


"Bye." 


Surprisingly enough, things started working again after that. Jay told Padge that the other two were coming 
home soon the next morning, which seemed to shock the guitarist back to being sober. Moose filled Matt in on 
the tensions that he'd managed to remain ignorant to, whilst abroad. The singer had been both shocked and 
worried, and agreed that it would be best for them all to leave for Wales as soon as possible. 


Once back home, as Moose had promised, they had ‘talked. 


In reality, it was more like Jay voiced his every complaint, whilst Padge nodded along to points he felt 
particularly strongly about. The other two listened - occasionally defending their actions, but for the most 
part, just promising to remedy the faults. 


The quartet finished the album off together, and by the end of it, they finally felt like a band again. More 
importantly, they felt like friends. In between writing the final pieces, and recording the songs, they were 
meeting up, and going to bars and clubs in the evenings. This was something they hadn't done together in a 
long time, but no had really realised how much they'd missed it. 


The album itself had come out as an angry collection of music, but it was all the better because of it. They'd 
all had fun with ‘Temper Temper’, and ‘Saints and Sinners’. ‘Riot ended up more aggressive than intended, but 

no one felt the need to change that. Padge had gone to town with ‘Dead to the World, almost completely re- 

writing the original song. It had ended up a hauntingly beautiful ballad, and definitely one of the best songs on 

the album, in their collective opinions. Matt made a point to tell the guitarist so at every opportunity, just to 
see him blush and laugh. The guy could never take compliments. 


There were some differences to normal though, Jay noticed. For one, he had a lot less vocal work to do. A line 
here, another there, but it was scattered sparsely between the twelve songs. In an attempt to keep the peace 


though, he didn't protest. 


What wasn't so easy to dismiss was the lyrical content of some of the songs. ‘Truth Hurts' was bad, but 
‘Dirty Little Secrets' seemed to hit home in regards to Matt and Padge's relationship. It was highly reminiscent 
of the fights they'd had on the Fever tour, and Jay couldn't bring himself to look at either man the first time 
he and Padge had heard it. 


It was a make-or-breck moment, and somehow, they made it. 

After months of shit, the album was released, and Bullet For My Valentine were finally back 

Jay barely had time to catch his breath before they hit the next road bump. 

This time, it came in the form of their support band. Their support band fronted by one of the most 


gorgeous, cheeky, flirtatious women Jay had ever met. The femme fatale that is Lizzy-fucking-Hale. She and 
Matt had clicked within seconds. 


Even that wouldn't have been a problem, if not for the fact that the two singers were suddenly spending their 
every waking moment together. Worse still, someone executive had noticed the chemistry between them and 
suggested that Lizzy sing onstage with him. And of course, the song had to be ‘Dirty Little Secrets’. 

In reconciliation, Padge got to have his guitar solo mid-show, but Jay knew this wasn't really the issue. It 
wasn't the woman being on stage with them - it was her and Matt showing off their relationship to the world, 


when his and Padge's own had remained a secret for so many years. 


Right now, Jay can't help but wonder how Matt has ever made it to where he is today. The bastard clearly 


can't see further than the end of his nose. 
"Give me my headphone back" Padge turns his head to mock glare at his friend. 


The bassist can read the real pain behind his eyes, and sighs. Instead of doing as he's told though, he snatches 
the other wire away, so that he has the other man's undivided attention. 


"Did you hear what | said?" 

"That | should ‘talk to him'?" Padge snorts. "To who, exactly? And about what?" 

"Don't play dumb with me, man. You know who | mean, and what you need to talk about.” 

"Go away, dude. l'm just tired, ok?" 

"Bullshit" Jay rolls his eyes. 

The guitarist narrows his eyes, genuinely angry this time. "Well, tell me then, exactly how l'm supposed to say 
anything when Lizzy's stuck to his side like a fucking leech twenty-four-seven. And even if | did manage to 
prise her off, what do | say? ‘You're spending too much time with your mates, instead of me'? Come on, | just 


sound like some jealous wife." 


"I can't believe I'm fucking saying this, but it's not like you don't have a right to be jealous. After all, if it's not 
Lizzy, it's Moose - when was the last time it was just you two?" 


"Fuck knows," Padge mumbles. His fingers are worrying one of the tears in his jeans, making the small hole 
stretch and split. He doesn't seem to register this though, as he stares at the ceiling despondently. "Do you 
think | should just end the whole thing?" 


Jay sighs. "I dunno, man. | mean, it's not like I've ever been able to hold down a relationship as long as you guys 


have. Maybe it would be better, though?" 


The guitarist shrugs. "Nothing's been right since Fever . Sometimes | wonder if it would just be simpler to 


break it off" 


"It probably would be. Doesn't mean you'll be happier though. For the record though, | feel like a fucking 


marriage counsellor." 
"Sorry, dude." Padge barks out a laugh. 


"Meh. What are mates for?" Jay shrugs. "Ok, so | may have been hoarding everything you tell me to use as 


leverage next time | need a favour done, but you know how it is." 
"Yeah, you're an arse at heart." 
"Exactly," 


The conversation lulls for a second, and Jay's on the verge of asking whats on the other man's mind when his 


unspoken question is answered. 
"Do you think he's shagging Lizzy?" 


The bassist bites his lip. He wants to deny that notion completely, and protect his friend from the pain that it 


will cause him if it's true. Unfortunately, he can't truly answer that he's sure that that's not the case. 
Padge notices his hesitation. "Great. Fucking great." 


"Come on, man" Jay smiles weakly. "At one point we all thought he was shagging Liam. You know, Cancer Bats 


dude." 

"That's different” The guitarist shakes his head. They'd never been serious with that claim. 

Jay doesn't argue, just sighs. "Yeah, | suppose it is." 

Silence settles over them, and Padge reaches for his head set once again Jay takes this as his cue to leave. 
He makes his way off the bus - they're parked at the venue of the next show, and he's dying for a fag. The 
cold air hits him, as he steps outside, but its refreshing, and he welcomes it after the stuffiness of the bus. 
Just as he's lighting up, he hears Lizzy's feminine giggle from where Halestorm ‘s bus must be parked. 


Jay can't help but roll his eyes. 


Don't get him wrong, he likes Lizzy. She's impossible not to like. Right now though, if the front woman 
disappeared off the face of the earth, Jay wouldn't care all that much. 


She appears around the side of the bus, arm in arm with Matt, and her brother Arejay. The bassist wonders 


if he ever feels awkward around his so sexually open sister. 

Right now though, that's not his main concern. 

"Hey, Matt" He calls out. 

The singer starts, making the other two laugh, and turns to Jay. 

"Hey, dude, didn't see you there." 

"Sound check soon?" 

"We got an hour or so, | guess. But | was gonna hang with Halestorm during their's." 
"I got a better idea" Jay states. "Besides, | need to talk to you about something." 
The Hale siblings get the hint and leave, Lizzy winking at Matt as she goes. 

"What's up, man?" Matt asks curiously, coming over to stand beside his band mate. 


Jay inhales through his fag, then exhales the smoke through his nose, just to annoy the other man a little. 
"You spoken to Padge recently?" 


"Why, what's wrong?" 
"Who says anything's wrong?" 


The singer shifts uncomfortably. "Well, it just always seems to be that way, doesn't it? | always seem to be 
fucking something up." 


"Yeah, you do." Jay snorts. Secretly though, he's amazed that Matt's actually noticed this fact. "Thats not the 
problem though - it's that you don't realise until it's way too late." 


"So you're giving me a heads up?" 


"Pretty much." The bassist smirks. "You owe me. Look, just go talk to Padge, ok? And maybe blow off Lizzy 


next time she flutters her eyelids at you, and spend some time with your dearly beloved instead" 
Matt seems to think about this a second, before nodding. "Ah," He's apparently finally realised his fault. 
"Yeah - ‘ah' pretty much sums this up." Jay takes another puff of his cigarette. "Also, Matt?" 


"Yeah?" 


"If you can't be arsed with this relationship, please do us all a favour and end it. | know you may not have the 
balls to do so, but it's really not fair to keep stringing Padge along if your hearts not in this.” 


The singer stares at him for a moment. His mouth's hanging open slightly, and his eyes have widened in an 


expression of almost comical surprise. "W-what?" He stutters. "What gave you that idea? | love him, | reall-" 


"Don't tell me that" Jay cuts him off. "H's Padge that needs to hear it. As long as you two are happy, | don't 


give a shit" 
Matt closes his mouth, and nods. "Ok, thanks. Really. thank you . I'll sort this mess out" 


"You do that." Jay nods back, satisfied that his job has been done. With that, he turns away, deciding to track 


down Moose. 
The singer watches him leave, and then climbs on the bus, chewing his lip as he goes. 


He can't believe he's let it come to this again. He adores Padge, and that's the truth of the matter. However, 
that fact seems to be swallowed by the band, and other stupid shit, far too often. 


Guessing that the guitarist will be in his bunk, Matt makes his way back there. He's proved right when he sees 
the curtain pulled across the bed, shielding its inhabitant from view. He wonders if he should come back later - 
hey, Padge could be tossing one off - but dismisses that thought almost immediately. Knowing him, he'll spend 
the next age waiting for the right moment to talk to the other man. Of course, that moment will never come, 


and they'll just end up staying at odd with each other. 


The singer knocks on the metal side of the bunk, indicating his presence. Padge doesn't answer, meaning he's 


either sulking, or didn't hear. Matt decides its the latter and draws the curtain back slowly. 


He's greeted by much the same sight Jay had been earlier - the guitarist lying on his back, feet in the air, 
and headphones in. Matt wonders how on Earth that's comfortable. 


Padge's brown eyes find him as he peers into the small space, but the man doesn't say anything. Matt sighs 
and climbs in next to him. He lies on his side though, feet tucked under him, instead of planted on the ceiling. 


"What's up?" He asks. 


Padge glances over at him again, then fishes an ear bud out so he can hear the other man properly. "Jay 


talked to you, didn't he?" 
"Yeah," Matt knows denying it would be pointless. 


"And?" 


"Same as ever really. I'm a fuck-up who doesn't pay enough attention" 
The guitarist snorts. "Yeah, that's an established fact. Anything else?" 


Matt feels his temper flare at his boyfriend's harsh words, but he bites his lip, and takes a moment to find 
how to voice his thoughts. It's ridiculous how easy it is to pour his soul out into a song, yet impossible to 


form words to try and convey the tangle of emotions in him. 


"Ok," he says. He's still lying on his side, and Padge has his head tilted so he can look the other man in the eye. 
"This is how it is. l'm one of the least observant people out there. Until something's the size of a whale and 
two fucking feet in front of me, | don't see it. That doesn't mean | don't care though. ‘Cos | do. And | care 
about you. 


"But if I'm doing something stupid, or you're upset, or whatever, you need to tell me, ok? Because I'll never see 
it myself. And I'm sorry | keep on fucking things up, but.. well, as | said, l'm an idiot. And | never meant to hurt 
you. And | love you, ok?" 


A small smirk appears on Padge's lips at the last line, but Matt knows it's a pleased smile as opposed to a 


cruel or scornful one. 


"| don't know," the guitarist says after a second. "Whether | want to laugh at you, punch you, or do something 


soppy and romantic that you would use as black mail." 
Matt laughs. "Am | forgiven?" 
"Not quite, but you're getting there." 


The singer smiles in relief, and reaches out to squeeze Padge's hand. "Thank you. | don't know why you carry 
on putting up with me." 


"If this was a rom-com, I'd say ‘because | love you, too’. But because this is real life and l'm a big, manly, 
metal dude, l'm just gonna tell you to call me if you ever figure it out. ‘Cos | sure as Hell don't know myself" 
Padge chuckles. 

"But you do still love me?" 

"Of course," 

"Good," Matt nods to himself. Knowing that makes him obscenely happy, but he's not going to get all corny and 


shit, if Padge isn't. "By the way, | know l'm spending obscene amounts of with Lizzy and her lot, but if | ever 


ignore you for her, just drag me away. Seriously. I'm not overlooking you for her.” 


That little smirk of happiness appears on Padge's face again. "So you're not screwing her?" He asks, it's asked 
jokingly, and to the guitarist suddenly the accusation seems ridiculous now. There's still a hint of nervousness 
within him though, worrying over what answer the singer will give. 

"Well, obviously.” Matt huffs and rolls his eyes, smile still in place. 

“Obviously’, what?" 

"Obviously, I'm fucking her senseless every night.” 

Any doubt Padge feels is smashed into oblivion, and the laugh he lets out is almost one of relief. He hasn't 
noticed until now how they've drifted closer together, so it's easy for him to reach out and poke the singer in 
the stomach. 

"Oh please," he snorts. "We both know she'd be fucking you. You'd be her little bitch." 

Matt smirks. "Nah, that's only for you." 

Padge laughs, and shrugs. "I'm awesome like that" 

"At making people bitches?" 

"At making you a bitch." He corrects. "Now, shut up and kiss me for fuck's sake." 

The singer rolls his eyes, but leans forward to close the gap between them happily. From there, it's a sloppy 
awkward mess of chapped lips and tongues. Padge shifts though, making the angle easier, and suddenly their 
mouths are working together in a manner that, despite it's familiarity, is still very hot. 

Matt's arm reaches around the guitarists waist to pull him closer, then travels down to the man's butt. 
"Oil" Padge pulls back to protest, but the hand just dives down the back of his pants (although, his jeans are so 
tight it's a small miracle it fits in the gap) to squeeze at the soft flesh there. "Arse." He thumps Matts 
shoulder in retaliation. 

"Yes, it is." The singer grins. "And a nice one at that." 

"You're the arse," Padge grumbles, but he moves back in to reinitiate the kiss. His own hands wonder now - 
down the front of the other man's jeans. Matt whines at the sudden contact, and Padge smirks into the kiss, 
and moves his hand away, teasing the singer. 


"Hate you," he grumbles. This only makes the guitarists smirk grow. 


"Liar," Hisses Padge as he drags his nails along the top of Matt's thigh. He stops this before reaching the 


other man's cock, and instead rubs the palm of his hand over the organ gently. He feels heat grow even with 


that small movement, and Matt breaks the kiss to groan. 
"No, | really mean it" The singer grumbles. 


"Guess that means | shouldn't get you off, then" Padge raises his brows, sliding his hand up again, as though 


he's going to remove it from the other man's jeans. 
"Ok, ok. | don't hate youl" Matt quickly amends his statement. 


"Really?" The guitarist presses, but his hand's already slipping down again. It has been far too long since the 
last time they'd gotten off together. Hell, since Matt had returned from Thailand, they've been behaving as 
though they are just friends, not boyfriends of several years. 


"Yes, | adore and love you, and would really like you to get me off right now!" Impatience has tinged the 
singer's voice, and his Welsh accent only grows stronger with this. It's just offering Padge incentive to be even 


slower though. He loves it when Matt sounds like that. 
"Magic word?" He teased. 
The singer whines, before blurting out "Please?" 


"Well, since you asked so nicely." Padge grins, and reaches back down to wrap his hand around Matt's cock, and 
coax it in to hardness. They're not kissing anymore; instead the guitarist is gazing at the other man as he 


works. 


Matt's eyes have dropped closed, and his breathing keeps on hitching when 

Padge twists his hand in a particular way. He can almost predict the other man's movements by now, but that 
doesn't mean the show is any less enjoyable. The guitarist loves to watch Matt squirm under his grip; or 
clench his eyes shut when he drags his thumb against the head, or buck his hips when Padge isn't going quite 
fast enough. 


It's over far too soon for his liking, but he can deal with that, because it means it's his turn. He closes his 
eyes and lets images of his boyfriend flood his mind, as Matt rubs at him and whispers dirty nothings into his 


ear. 


His stomach muscles clench as he cums in a hot spurt of Matt's hand, and he tenses as his boyfriend strokes 
him through his orgasm. Then, he relaxes back in to the sheets. 


They lie in place for what seems like an eternity afterwards, but is only a minute or so really. 


The post-coital peace shouldn't be so blissful after so long being together, but fuck , Padge never wants this 
to end. Matt has tucked his head under his chin, and their legs are tangled. One of his arms is holding the 


other man tight against him, whilst the singer's are still trapped in between their bodies. This litte slice of 


oblivion from the real world is all Padge wants at that time. 


But there's a show tonight, and his arm is going numb from the angle it's at, and most pressingly - there's 
spunk drying in his pants. I's fucking uncomfortable. 


"We should move." He says. Matt nods, but doesn't give any indication that he's actually going to do so. "You 
know how crusty cum gets when you let it dry? ‘Cos that's my nuts right now." 


The singer bursts out laughing at this announcement. It's a little over the top - almost hysterical - and Padge 
wonders how his last statement was really that funny. Yet, Matt doesn't stop shaking with laughter for a good 


minute. 


"Way to ruin a fucking moment, man" He says at last, reaching up to wipe away the tears from his eyes. 
There's cum on his hands too though, so this sets him off again 


Padge chuckles and inspects his own hands for the white substance. Sure enough, his fingers are still coated in 
it, and he brings them up to lick off. Matt's face is torn between amusement and disgust. 


"Shut up, you freak It was in you at one point" 

"Yeah, but so was my shit, and | pray to God you have no desire to eat that 

Padge looks suitably revolted. 

The two wash their hands in the small on-board bathroom, then hunt around for clean pants and jeans. 
Neither are in any short supply, and soon enough they're good to go, and trooping up to the backstage door of 


the stadium. 


They've never played here before, but all arenas have roughly the same layout, so it's not difficult to find 
their dressing room. Jay and Moose are already in there, as well as Josh Smith, the bassist of Halestorm . 


"Hey guys," Moose greets them as they enter. "Final check's in five. | think Lizzy just has to finish off some 


vocal works first." 

"Cool." Padge flops down on an arm chair. "Anyone out there yet?" 

"Yeah, doors opened about half an hour ago. Still filling up. It's a big place." 

The guitarist nods - he'd seen the stadium earlier, during their on-stage sound check. Besides, every arena 
they play seems to be big these days. He can't quite get used to hearing that many people scream for them, 


and even after all these years, it stil makes him a little queasy to know that the attention of so many is on 


him. It's times like that when he thanks God that he isn't the front man of Bullet . 


At that moment, one of the venue's staff calls them through for their sound check. It's routine by now, but 
that doesn’t stop Padge cradling his guitar close and listening intently to every sound for any fault in the 
wiring. Matt and Jay are doing the same; their faces affectionate as they pluck and strum at their respective 


instruments. It's almost hilarious how protective they are with them. 


Moose is the same of course, even if his form off affection comes not from noodling around for hours to 
make sure every note is perfect. He just won't let anyone near his kit apart from when needed - and even 


then, he stands nervously to the side of the stage whilst their techies set up. 


Only ten minutes after they're done, Halestorm are on. Padge and Matt stand to the side of the stage to 
watch the show. 


There's no denying that they're an amazing band. Lizzy screams her lungs out into the mic, fingers flowing 
over her guitar as she does so. Josh and Joe seem to fade into the background as she pulls the awareness of 
the screeching crowd on to herself. Only Arejay really manages to hold his own. As he pounds at his drums, he 
demands for eyes to look his way, and steals the limelight from his sister in a show of typical sibling rivalry. 


There's clearly no bitterness in this band though - they come forward with grins on their faces to take their 
bows at the end, arms linked closely around each other. Arejay throws his sticks out, and Lizzy and Joe's picks. 
As they walk off stage with the audience still roaring their approval, it's clear they're high on adrenaline and 


riding the screams of the crowd. 


Lizzy hugs both Padge and Matt when she comes off, and they congratulate the entire band in turn. Then, 


they themselves are being whisked away for the final preparations for their own set. 

Matt and Jay finish warming their voices up, whilst Moose watches over his drums and Padge strums his 
guitar idly. He's listening in on the two vocalists - the noises they make before shows never fails to amuse 
him, especially on Jay's part. 

‘| hate you, man" The bassist says, upon seeing his friend sniggering. 


"You wound me, Jay." Padge smirks back. 


Matt just rolls his eyes at the two of them, and carries on is own exercises. He's become immune to teasing 


from these guys. 


Half an hour, and they're on stage again, the intro to Temper Temper blaring out over the audience before the 


curtain drops. 
As it does, Padge glances out over the crowd. 


He can't make out every individual face, of course, but the atmosphere of ecstatic excitement isn't hard to 


read in the way they surge forward as the curtain drops. 


A pit has already opened, and people are diving in, creating a wild sea of bodies crashing into each other. The 
mosh pits are always the best bit of a concert in Padge's opinion. He loves being in them, but somehow 
watching the carnage is even better. Knowing that its partially due to you - you , and your fucking guitar - 
that those guys are so incensed and full of barely controlled energy. He keeps an eye on them throughout the 
show; that is, when he can take his attention away from his strings, and the bloody fiddly riffs that are his 
pride and joy. 


When Her Voice Resides comes to an end, the other three evacuate the stage for Padge's solo. 


This isn't necessarily his favourite part of the show, but it is his moment. He loves playing with the guys, 
making music with them as one unstoppable unit; but this short minute is his and his alone. The feeling of 
having the limelight is trippy - certainly nothing he usually experiences. The guitarist always wonders if Matt's 
ever gotten used to this power, but somehow, has never managed to remember to ask when they come off 


stage. He doesn't think he'd ever quite adjust to it though. 


He comes to the end of his solo, and glances to the side, where he knows the other three will be waiting - 


along with Lizzy. 
Sure enough, there they are. 


He doesn't know why it surprises him so much when he catches Matt's eye for a second and the singer winks. 
But fuck, he's suddenly reverted back to an awkward teenager. Possibly a female one. At least, that's one 
explanation for the way his heart stutters a little, and his left fingers slide over the strings. Fuck, has their 
relationship really become that bad that he's feeling all jittery around the other man all over again? 


The guitarist shakes his head, allowing his hair to flop over his face and hide it. It's sweaty by now, and kinda 
gross, but that's something he's had to get used to. 


With that, he closes his eyes, and focuses on the intro to ‘Dirty Little Secrets’. The others stalk across the 
stage, as he keys out the picky beginning, Moose coming in on his drums, and Jay on his bass. The latter 
screams wordlessly and they all kick in This only lasts a few seconds, before the tune slows again, and Matt's 


crooning into the microphone. 

"There once was a time.." 

This is usually where Padge tunes out, and he does so this time, concentrating solely on his guitar, instead of 
the harsh lyrics. The wounds have barely closed, and this song rips them open every time. The chorus rolls in, 
and then Lizzy comes out. Her own clear voice harmonises beautifully with Matt's own silky one, and it punches 


something home. 


Those two look right together. Padge and Matt don't. 


Padge growls and turns away from where the singers are dueting at the front, to the side of the stage. 


Thankfully, it's only four minutes, and the final notes are played soon enough. With those, he glances up, in time 
to see Matt kiss Lizzy on the cheek. The woman grins and then runs off stage, waving at the crowd as she 


goes. 
They yell back at her, but it's not noise of disapproval. 


It's then that Matt decides to surprise Padge. It's nothing huge - in fact, it would fly straight over the 
audience's heads. But the guitarist blushes undeniably when the other man scampers across the stage and half 
drags him by the arm back to the centre. Then, he leans in and mutters; "Don't worry, you're five time hotter 


than her." 
He bounces back and grins, before turning away and shouting "Scream! Aim!" 
The crowd picks up on the " Fire! " 


Padge turns away, confused to say the least. But he can't help but smile back when Matt grins over his 
shoulder and they play the intro to the song. 


Suddenly, the guitarist finds his jealousy over the two singers’ relationship has disappeared, and realises that 
this was exactly what the front man was trying for with his tiny - but highly unusual - public display of 
affection. 


He shakes his head, but slams into the song with a contented smirk on his face. 
The rest of the show goes on without a hitch. 


The two men end up interacting a lot more than usual on stage, but no one's complaining about that, really. In 
fact, it probably results in them putting on a better, because all the crowd will see is two mates messing 


around as they perform. It's not like they're snogging or anything. 


It ends up being one of the best show Padge feels he's played in a while, and at the end, his broad grin is 
completely genuine. Jay has one arm around his waist, and Matt has one around his shoulder as they take 
their bows to the screaming crowd. The guitarist almost doesn't want to stop playing, but there's no way the 


venue would allow that, even if the other guys were willing. 
They troop off stage, where the techies and Halestorm members are waiting. 


"That was such a fucking awesome show!" Moose crows as they leave, the cheers from the audience stil 


ringing in their ears. 


"Fuck, man, did you see that chick in the circle pit down the front though?" Jay wipes the sweat from his 


brow, grinning. 
"On the guy's shoulders you mean?" 
"Yeah, | don't get how she stayed up that long. Seriously, how did they not get knocked over?" 


"Yeah, I'm sure that's what you were really thinking about!" Moose waggles his eyebrows. "We all saw her pull 


her tits out!" 
"Oh, so that's why you missed a beat during Tears " Padge teases. 


"Damn, | was hoping you didn't notice!" Moose is joking, of course. If they faltered every time they'd seen a 
pair of tits, then half the shows they played would have ended in disaster. 


Lizzy laughs at him. "You guys were great, dude." 

"Yeah," Josh chimes in. "Hell, though, those kids were crazy!" 

"Aren't they always?" Matt grins. "They were fucking awesome tonight though." 

"We're gonna hit a bar, you coming?" Lizzy offers. 

"Go for it" Moose is never one to say ‘no! to beer. 

Usually, Matt would be up for it as well, even if he doesn't drink anymore, the late-night pub crawls are 
always good for light entertainment, providing the company's good. Tonight though... tonight he has things other 
than good friends and light entertainment on the brain 

"I think I'm gonna sit out tonight." He says. "Kinda whacked." 

"Aww, Matt. Skimping on us, again?" Lizzy chuckles and elbows him. 

"Looks that way." 

Padge snorts. He's tempted to say that he fancies getting pissed himself, and leave the singer at a loose end - 
as he has been so often over the past few months. But doing so will only exacerbate the recently resolved 


problem, which he has no desire to do. 


"Yeah, I'm gonna call it a night too." The sadistic, bitter part of him sighs in disappointment. The lustful side of 
him that truly loves the singer and is currently dying to see Matt naked in bed cheers. 


"Great," Jay sounds slightly put out. "Looks like I'm gonna have to keep the side up." 


Padge can hear what he's not going to say in front of the other band: Ok, good to know you guys have made 
up. Do you have to shag on the bus? Don't get spunk on my bed. Be done by the time we get back. Christ, the 


bassist's practically his mum. He just smirks at the other man, who rolls his eyes. 


Ok!" Arejay's clearly missed the entire non-verbal conversation that just took place in front of him. "To the 


bars!" 


So Halestorm and half of Bullet leave out on to the streets, hunting for the nearest available pub, whilst the 
remaining two walk casually out in to the parking lot. There are a few techies about; packing up after the 


show, but they don't stop to talk as they usually would do. 
Both men's minds are suddenly consumed with anticipation. 


Lust is already beginning to fill the air between them, and the explosive taste of it is too enticing to let them 
dawdle and engage in conversation. The short walk is brisk and silent; it would seem that the two are angry at 
one another to anyone watching. Of course, that notion would immediately be revised by anyone who looked in 


their eyes. Fires are burning behind their pupils, leaving no doubt as to the true cause of their haste. 


They climb aboard the bus. Matt locks the door with surprisingly steady hands, and before he has a chance to 


break the silence, the guitarist has spun him around and is pressing their lips together in a brutal assault. 


Matt makes a noise of surprise, but doesn't protest. His hands simply flail for a moment, before they find 
their way to Padge's arse and are squeezing the flesh hidden in the denim there. However, a small disappointed 


whine does escape when the other man pulls away again 


"Quit moaning," Padge says, catching his wrist and dragging him through to the bunks. The treatments almost 
rough, but that's only serving to turn the singer on more. Perhaps to those who don't know him well, Padge 
doesn't have half of Matt's confidence, but when it comes to fucking, the guitarist is always the one in control. 


And Matt wouldn't have it any other way. 


They've found their way back into Padge's bunk in seconds, and find themselves horizontal again - dry humping 
like it's going out of fashion. This won't last though. Neither of them are horny teenagers anymore, and the 


little taste earlier is only going to give them more patience now, despite how frantic they may appear. 


Sure enough, Padge breaks the kiss again, and sits up to run his eyes over the other man Matt smiles coyly 
up at him, and trails a hand down to his crotch, squeezing the already hardening organ there. His eyes wrinkle 


at the sides as he smirks, and the dim light makes the blue orbs twinkle tauntingly. 


When Padge makes no move to stop the singer, he arches his fingers, and begins to rub at himself slowly, 
eyes closing slowly. As he does so, he tilts his head back, exposing his pale neck and letting out a low moan. 
This show of pleasure is largely put on, but Matt doesn't have to look at Padge to sense that its working. His 
face would be giving nothing away anyway - it would be the rigid lines of his body that revealed his desire. 


The singer continues to tease himself, licking his lips and shaking his head slightly so his long hair spills out 
around him. Soon, he's slipping his hand down under his jeans to make skin-on-skin contact. Its then that Padge 
finally stops him. 


"Strip," Is the only thing he says, but it's enough to move things on. 


Matt still doesn't open his eyes though. Instead, he reaches for the bottom of his black top and pulls the still 
sweaty item of clothing up and over his head. It feels good to have it off, and he can almost feel Padge's eyes 
on him without the barrier of cloth in the way. 


Unsurprisingly, his jeans put more of a fight, but the guitarist takes pity on him the, and tugs them free. 
Then, Matts lying there completely exposed in front of him. Their eyes meet - brown to blue - and its only a 


question of what's next. 


"Carry on, then" Padge murmurs huskily, and Matt trails his hand down his bare stomach to find his cock 
again and begin pumping at it. 


Padge sits back and takes in the sight hungrily. His jeans are growing tight, and he rubs himself idly as he 
watches the show his boyfriend's putting on. 


Matt's head still angled back again, and the exposed white column is already beginning to build up a sweat. It's 
glimmering faintly in the dim light, highlighting each swallow and breath he takes. The skin's begging to be 
ravaged, and Padge fully intends on granting its wishes - marking and bruising it until its fully clear that this 


man is taken and no one, even the temptress that is Lizzy Hale, can take claim him. 
Not yet though. 


The guitarist is enjoying this far too much to put an end to it, and besides, Matt deserves to be punished a 
bit after weeks of putting him on edge. 


So Padge's eyes rake further down his boyfriend's body. They linger on the way that Matt's chest moves 
when he breathes; on how his nipples are erect from the earlier teasing; on the fact that the his stomach 
muscles are clenched, and his legs stiff by Padge's sides. Finally, his gaze rests on the delicious sight of his 
hard cock Its already dribbling cum, and Matt's spread this all over the organ Like his neck, it's glimmering in 
the light and demanding Padge's attention. The guitarist smirks. 


He leans forwards to blow cold air over the head, and Matt shudders. 


The singer peers down to see the other man smiling up at him in a way that promises no good. He moves his 
hand away from his cock, to prop himself up on his elbows so he can watch. Padge doesn't try to stop him - 
in fact, he holds eyes contact as just the pointed tip of his tongue snakes out to lick a thin stripe up his 

length. Matt shivers again, this time letting out a tiny involuntary whine. The look on the guitarists face tells 


him that he heard the noise all too well. 


The teasing continues, as Padge draws small, cool lines with his tongue all over Matt's burning cock. 
Occasionally, the muscle will find its way to the head, and push it's way down to the crown, extracting another 
small noise from the singer. It's infuriating, but Matt knows that the other man can carry on like this for 
what will seem like hours. Sometimes, it's as though the guitarist enjoys the foreplay more than the main 
event itself. 


These thoughts disappear when Padge suddenly swallows him down. The singer can't help but buck his hips up, 
and the other man makes an annoyed sound in the back of his throat. The vibrations don't exactly help, and 
Matt finds himself jerking up again. 


This time, the guitarist pulls off, making an obscene slurping noise as he does so. "Come on, Matt.” There's a 
dribble of liquid running down the side of his mouth. The singer wants nothing more than to lick it up. "I know 
you can do better than that." 


Matt nods vacantly, then pulls Padge down for a kiss, fulfilling his wish in the process. Their mouths work 
together for a few hot, frantic seconds, then the guitarist pulls back again. 


"What am | going to do with you?" He whispers. The tone isn't one of annoyance though - adoration seeps 


every syllable and his previous commanding, sadistic front has slipped to one gentle and caring. 

Matt's only response is another kiss. Right now, he can't understand why he's been paying so little attention to 
the other man recently. This is bliss. It's not something he should have ever taken for granted, and he can't 
find words to convey how much he regrets it. 

Padge seems to get it, though. 

The easy exchange of kisses carries on for a few minutes, with Matt's hands making their way down the other 
man's back. The muscles there are slick under his hands, and the singer can't quite understand why Padge has 
neglected to move any of his clothing as of yet. Especially considering he's completely naked, and denim is by no 
means the most pleasant thing to grind up against. When he tugs at the bottom of Padge's shirt though, the 
guitarist pulls back, and sits so he's straddling Matt's waist. 

"Impatient, eh?" 

"Of fucking course, you wanker." The singer grumbles, making Padge laugh. 


"Such a typical dude," He grins, the tone not making this seem like a compliment. 


Matt reaches out to squeeze the bulge in the front of Padge's jeans, making the guitarist gasp and wriggle in 
his seat over Matt's hips. 


"And you're not?" The singer teases. 


Padge laughs, again, but it's breathy this time. The noise poorly disguises the lust there. "I want you to ride 
me." He gasps out, looking down at the other man through lidded eyes, smirk still in place. 


"Fuck." Matt moans, tilting his head back. 
"Yeah, that one. Did you honestly think | was gonna be the bitch tonight?" 
‘| hate you." 


‘Of course" The guitarist raises any eyebrow. "Now come on, | don't think there's gonna be enough room in 


here." He slides out, and Matt follows, knowing he doesn't really have any choice. 


Thankfully, Padge doesn't move far. In fact, it's just out in to the narrow aisle between the bunks. It's no wider, 
but there's head room - a commodity which the bunks are lacking in direly. 


The guitarist sits with his back against the wall opposite Matt, and slides his hands tauntingly slowly up his 
thighs. They come to rest over his crotch, and at the same tauntingly slow pace, he unbuttons his jeans and 
lets his own cock spring free. He beckons the singer over, and Matt comes willingly, sitting across Padge's 


knees before ducking down to suck at his hardness. 


The organ is hot, and salty in his mouth and fills it to the point where his jaw hurts from opening so wide. He 
doesn't pull back though. Quite the contrary, he pushed down more, sucking and winding his tongue around the 
length, and revelling in the the soft moans of encouragement coming from above him. Pagde's hands find his 
hair, and Matts half expecting it to be pulled on. They're gentle though, winding their way through the strands 
with care, and encouraging the singer, as opposed to pushing him forward. Matt hums happily, and the guitarist 
echoes him, pushing his hips up and seeking more of the heat that is Matt's throat. 


"Hang on, a sec." He says, before pulling the singer off. Matt whines, but obliges, sitting back on his haunches 
obediently. Padge scrambles back over to their bunk, to return with a bottle of lube in hand. When he 


repositions himself, the singer goes straight back to sucking his cock. 


The angle's more awkward now - Padge is simultaneously working two slicked fingers inside of him, and Matt 
feels almost uncomfortably full. He knows that this is necessary though, and he'll hurt a hell of a lot more 


tomorrow with no prep. 


The discomfort ends soon enough anyway, when the guitarist's practiced fingers find their way to his sweet 
spot, and he's suddenly seeing stars. Matt moans at the feel, and Padge bucks up again. 


Eventually, Padge withdraws and pulls the singer off again. Before he straightens up though, Matt gives the 
salty head one last lick, which the guitarist moans at. 


"You fucker." He says. It's probably the most affectionate insult Matt has ever received. 
"Thanks." 
Padge smirks. "You know what to do." He raises a brow, and slouches back to watch. 


"| have to do all the work, don't |?" Matt rolls his eyes, but shifts forward ard lifts himself up, so he's 
positioned above the guitarists cock. Grasping this with one hand, he lowers himself back down in one swift 
movement. The sudden intrusion sends sparks of pain through his body and for a moment, he stiffens, biting 


hard at his bottom lip. 
Padge immediately brings his hands up to cup Matt's face and rub at his cheeks soothingly. 
"Shhh. It's ok," He whispers, and reaches out to kiss the singer gently. "You're not bleeding or anything?" 


Matt shakes his head, and shifts a little, in an attempt to relieve the pain Its been far too long since they've 
done this. 


Thankfully, the pain subsides soon enough - eased in to the background by the soft kisses and murmurs of 
affection Padge is lavishing on him. The singer gives an experimental rock of his hips, and is rewarded with a 


whine escaping the other man's throat. Matt chuckles gently, and repeats this, receiving a similar response. 


It isn't long before his movements are increasing both in speed and displacement, and they're both turning into 


sweating wrecks. 


Padge grips Matt's hips to help him move; the fingers are wrapping so tightly around the jutting bones that 
they're going to leave bruises in the pale flesh there. He doesn't care though - with every flex of his digits, or 
scrape of his nails, the singer lets out a little whine. It's delicious to hear those sounds of submission escape 


between gasps. 


Once again, Matt's head is thrown back. His long brown hair is swinging behind him, and a few loose strands 
cling to his face and neck. It's the latter that entrances Padge. 


Every hitch in breath, swallow, and deep moan can be see in his throat twisting under the skin, and once more, 


its begging for the guitarists attention. He's quick to fulfil that wish now. 


He leans up to suck at a point just under the left hand side of Matt's jaw. Without even thinking, he know's 
that the singer's oddly sensitive there, and besides, the spots high enough that it won't be hidden by the 
collar of any shirt. (Well, unless Matt suddenly decides to wear polo-necks. In which case, Padge will dump him 


anyway) 


The singer whines again when Padge's teeth meet his skin, and he can feel the sound rising under his mouth. 
Each suck and nip elicits a different noise, but all are equally pleasant to bask in, so the guitarist continues to 


lavish attention on his boyfriend's neck. At the same time, his thrusts are increasing in pace, and the sweat 


building on their skin is making their movements slicker. 


There's a fire building in the pit of his stomach, which only burns more when Matt's arms wind around his 
shoulders to tug gently at his own hair. 


"Mmmh," Padge makes a strangled noise, and pulls back. Matt glances down at him for a moment, then smiles 
crookedly, and begins to sway in place. It doesn’t provide any real friction, but the pressure and heat of the 
singer's insides around him is enough to keep Padge happy for the moment. Not to mention the sight of his 
naked boyfriend practically dancing in his lap, hair waving around him, and blue eyes smouldering down. 
"Fucking beautiful," Padge murmurs, moving a hand to card it through those long strands. 

"Aren't |?" Matt smirks. 


That small victory is wiped from his face when Padge bucks his hips up violently, ramming deep into him. 


Matt's mouth opens in shock, gasping at air that suddenly seems to be in short supply. His eyes widen 


impossibly and his muscles clench around the guitarist. 
"You look better like this." 
From then on, it's rough. 


Padge's hands move back down to Matt's hip, and he thrusts up into the heat of the other's body as fast as 


his stamina will allow. The singer's groaning and whining like a bitch, and Padge can't stop staring . 

Too fucking beautiful. 

And its not just the sight, or the sounds. 

It's everything. 

The feel of the singer wrapped around his cock; of his strong arms laced over his shoulders; of those hands in 
his hair; of those long legs brushing against him with every bob up and down. The taste of Matt's skin under 
his tongue; of both their sweat; of the singer's mouth when he invades it with his own. And the smells . 
They're nothing that should be pleasant - sweat, body odour, old aftershave, beds that need to be washed - 


but somehow, they mingle together and create the most lust filled scent that Padge can only describe as sex . 


He's missed this. Oh dear God, he's missed this, and now.. From now on, he's not going to let Matt get away 
again. Right in this moment though, he's just not going to let the singer get off easily. 


"You're gonna have to jerk yourself off," He orders, in between his own heavy pants. 


One of Matt's hands immediately drops down to his lap, where he grabs his stiff member, and begins to pull at 
himself almost violently. That view - along with every other overloaded sense - is too much for Padge. With 


one last buck up in to the singer, he releases himself in to Matts body in an explosion of white heat. 


Matt pauses for a moment, gasping at the other's sudden orgasm. For a moment, the lust is tainted by shock, 


(its almost funny to watch) then he gives himself one last jerk and is cumming across their stomachs. 
"Shit," he pants, slouching forward so he can press his mouth against Padge's. 
The guitarist opens his own, and their tongues meet to dance together again. 


Matt jumps slightly, when he feels Padge's calloused hand meet his own around his cock, but doesn't break the 
kiss. 


In fact, it just builds, until it's almost painfully intense, and Matt can't even care about the fact he's just 
came; it's about this press of their mouths, and all of the corny bullshit they never usually bother with, 


pouring from them now in unspoken words. He never wants to move. 

Unfortunately, this isn't an option All too soon, it becomes uncomfortable sitting there with Padge's flaccid 
cock and fluids still inside him. With a regretful sigh, Matt breaks the kiss, and picks himself up so the 
guitarist slips out. 

They both wince - Padge at the cool air around him, and Matt at the sudden feel of emptiness. 

"You good?" The guitarist asks, as Matt flops to the side, and sprawls out across the floor. 

"Yeah," Matt smiles lazily back. "You?" 

"Course." Padge grins, and runs the fingers of one of his hands through Matts hair again. He can't seem to 
get enough of the feel of it around his digits, and the singer smirks with half closed eye at the look of 
mestverisation on his face. 

The guitarist see this, rolls his eyes, and gets to his feet. "Come on, get in to bed. I'll clean you up.” 

The singer nods sleepily, and lets his gaze linger on Padge's arse as the man leaves the room in the direction 
of the bathroom. He could probably do with a shower - Hell, they both probably should have one - but the 
exertion of both the show and the sex has suddenly caught up with him, and he's exhausted. Bed seems like a 


fucking good idea right now. 


He climbs in to his own, and curls up under the sheets. They're hardly clean, and the bed is by no means the 
softest, but this is all he wants right now. Well, this and for Padge to be curled up with him. 


His second wish is granted a moment later, when the guitarist returns with a wet flannel. 


Matt chuckles at this - it's going to take far more than that to clean him up - but quietens when Padge slaps 
his hip playfully, and allows the drying fluids on his belly to be mopped up. 


Then, Padge leaves for a moment longer, before reappearing and stripping down 
Matt watches through lidded eyes. "So, now you decide to take your clothes off" He mumbles, then yawns. 
Padge just grins at him, and kicks his boxers off his foot and into the air. "Yep. Deal with it." 


"Hate you," the singer mutters. He shifts over as he says this though, so the other man has room to climb in 


next to him. 

"I know." Padge tucks himself under the thin duvet and crawls over so that he's lying right on top of the 
singer. His bearded chin rests just under Matt's clavicle, and his brown eyes peer up at him. "What are you 
thinking?" 

"That | wanna sleep," Matt grumbles, and yawns, making Padge laugh. Then he sighs. "Seriously, though, | wanna 
stay like this. You and me, | mean. | love you, and | don't wanna leave you, but I'm an idiot and you know that. 
You gotta tell me when something's up." 

"It's ok," The guitarist smiles. 


All of that bullshit suddenly seems far away, and trivial. It's the here and now that matters - and right now, 
he's happy, and wrapped up in Matt's arms. Bonus points for the fact that they're both starkers. 


"You're far too forgiving," Matt sighs, and leans forward for another kiss. Padge happily obliges. "I'm serious 
though. Don't angst over what ever stupid shit l'm doing, and bitch to Jay about it. Just tell me." 


"Fine. Fine." Padge rolls his eyes. "From now on, lll inform you when you're being a dickhead" 
"Thank you. And | still hate you." Matt smirks. 

Padge just rolls his eyes harder. "| hate you more." 

The singer's on the verge of a witty response when a yawn consumes him 


The other man laughs. "Go to sleep. I've unlocked the door again, so Jay and Moose can get in when they feel 


the need" 


Matt just nods sleepily, and lets his blue eyes fall shut. Padge lies in the same position for a little while longer, 
just staring at him. 


Its not creepy, he thinks. Not when we've been dating for fuck-many years. Besides, he has a fucking beautiful 
boyfriend. 


Eventually, Padge's own fatigue takes over him, and he lays his head to the side to sleep. Like this, he can hear 
Matt's slow pulse thud again his ear, and the sound is oddly comforting. 


The steady beat lulls him to sleep that night, and the next morning, when he wakes up to Jay's snoring, and 
Moose's crudely drawn cocks all over his face, it's the first thing he's aware of. 


That, and the blistered hand running through his hair, reassuring him that life's how it should be. 


